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When this news reached the wazlrs family, weep-
ing and lamentations took place, and it became a
house of mourning. The wasAr had a daughter of
the age of fourteen or fifteen years, very handsome
and accomplished, perfect in writing and reading.
The wazir loved her greatly, and was extremely fond
of her; so much so, that he had erected an elegant
apartment for her behind his own dlwdn &&<%%(*;
and had procured for her the daughters of noblemen
as her companions, and handsome female servants
waited on her; with these she passed her time in
laughter and joy, and playing and romping about.

It happened that on the day the wazir was sent to
prison, the girl was sitting with her young companions,
and was celebrating with [infantile] pleasure the mar-
riage of her doll; and with a small drum and timbrel
she was making preparation for the night vigils; and
having put on the frying pan, she was busy making up
sweetmeats, when her mother suddenly ran into her
apartment, lamenting and beating [her breasts], with
dishevelled tresses and naked feet. She struck a blow
on her daughter's head, and said, " Would that God
had given me- a blind son instead of thee; then my
heart would have been at ease, and he would have
been the friend of his father." The wazlr's daughter
asked, " What use would a blind son have been to
you ? whatever he could do, I can do likewise." The
mother replied, " Dust be on thy head! such a cala-
mity hath fallen on thy father, that he is confined in
the prison for having used some improper expressions
before the king/' The daughter asked, " What were
the expressions ? let me hear them." Then her mother